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Mighty, the Desert moves; 

Across all boundaries and borders; 
Moves, 

And wipes all solids out, 

Or changes them, or buries them; 


The remnants of the lesser living things; 
Their skeletons, their fleeting constructs; 
Coral reefs and mountain cliffs; 

The monuments to life; 

To human life; 

And God; 

The leaves, the grass, 

The trees, the creeks, 

The sea, 

And even 

The Undying Tree; 

The stones, the hills; 

The gleaming peaks; 

The pyramids; 

The bricks, the walls; 

The Roman halls; 

No challenge can they pose to it; 

No hurdle have they ever been 

To Desert Might. 


Grain by grain, 

O, grain by grain, 

The Desert hides them or erodes them all; 
And grain by grain, 

It makes them into grains 

Of stars. 


Indeed, the Desert moves; 

Through the centuries it sieves and grinds; 
Erases ruins and removes remains; 

The dwellings of the poor; 

The splendid courts; 

The sculls of emperors; 


Of humble saints; 

Of noble beasts 

And beastly men; 

And lions in the guise of fish; 

Their relics are the Desert’s gems; 

The teeth of people who once smiled and played, 
The beaks of birds which roamed the sky, 

The toenails of the elephants of endless plains, 
Grain by grain they are made equal, 

Grain by grain they are reborn. 


O, the pyramids, the guarding Sphinx; 

The tombs of bygone kings and queens, 
The light-lined roads, the settlements; 

The growing and the dying cities, 

Shining in the shadow of the turning Earth, 


The empires of old and new; 
Their words and laws, 

Their folded hands, 

Their lives and graves 

And traces; 


The footsteps of Napoleon, 
The profile of Victoria, 
The statues of Osiris; 


They are but vapor to the Desert Might, 
Notes of beauty in the solemn Storm. 


Unflinchingly, relentlessly, 

Persistently, 

The Desert moves, 

And yet, 

It moves with Grace; 

With deadly Grace; 

A beating heart 

Would hardly bear the frightful beauty, 
Hardly stand the brilliant bounty, 

Could it watch the Desert from a place above; 


As in the case of Icarus, 

Attracted by the Sun, but immature, 
The wingéd heart would ache and burn, 
And fall and burst, 

And seep into the reddened sand, 


Unless, by patient prayer, 
That heart has made its chambers polished gold, 
And fashioned feathers from the flames of love. 


O heart, beware the sight; 

The purple dunes at dawn and dusk, 
The patterns of alluring charm, 

The streams of beaming stars in flight, 
Lifting from the fleeting peaks; 

O wingéd heart; beware the sight; 
The pyramids, the Pantheon, 

The Capitol, the Obelisk, 

The towers of the modern world, 
The wonders of the future lands, 

Are only ephemeral, 

Ephemeral dunes in flight. 


But Osiris is forever, 
And Napoleon is born again. 


And unremittingly, but patiently, 
With providence, 

The Desert moves; 

So terribly, so gracefully; 


Imagine all the countless grains; 

If only they could see and hear — 

Truly see and hear! 

If only they could see the desert from a place above; 
See the marvels being formed and falling; 

See the letters being penned and lost; 

See the rivers and their graceful flow — 

If only they could hear the desert from a place outside; 
Hear the music of the Desert Sea; 

Hear the whispers of the streaming sand, 

And hear its wisdom and its praise to Life; 

Its innate worship of the distant Sun. 


But — they cannot see, 

And most can neither hear the Sound; 
They only see the closest grains, 

And only hear the loudest tones, 

And nonetheless, 

The Desert holds them in its hands, 
And nonetheless, 

The Desert Wind keeps moving all. 


O, the Desert Wind, 

The Desert Wind, 

Transcending all, 

Yet moving all, 

And in it is a silent song; 

The Voice, the Logos, whispering: 
“Ephemeral — ephemeral 

Are the gifts descending from Eternity — 
All hearts, grow wings, 

And feel the Wind, 

And you shall have eternal Life, 

And reach the Throne of Joy at last.” 


Then, like a breeze through withered reeds, 
A hundred thousand years do pass, 


And what remains of Egypt’s lore, 
Of Plato’s books and Caesar’s sword, 
Of capitols and minarets, 

Of peace and war and empires, 

Of human hearts and human fame, 

Is this alone: 


A lonely place; 
A Desert wide; 
The Face on Mars, 
But now on Earth. 


And yet — 
Osiris is forever, 
And Napoleon is born again. 


